Matteo Civitale's gentle and benevolent Madonna della
Tosse. We bought gold medals of the Volto Santo and
wondered rather Hopelessly whether we should ever be
able to muster the physical strength to join one of those
gigantic pilgrimages that surge towards it four times
yearly....
And then I suddenly had an idea inspired by the confi-
dence born of years of Tuscan courtesy. I obtained the
address of the Metropolitano of the Cathedral and leaving
John to rest in the car I went off alone to make my petition:
was there any means by which a pilgrim, debarred by ill
health from standing in crowds, could be allowed to see
the Holy Face?
And behold, all the doors opened before me . . . Mon-
signore replied that so far as he was concerned he would
gladly have shown us our Saviour immediately, but that
quite apart from the question of its sanctity, the Volto
Santo was the oldest wooden crucifix in the world, and
when not on view was kept swathed in wrappings in order
to preserve it from deterioration. He explained that it ^ras
the work of over three hours for two men to unwrap it
and prepare it for exposition. But he hastened to add that we
need only collect a few friends who would join us rever-
ently in a private pilgrimage and at twenty-four hours
notice he would uncover the Relic.
And so it happened that a few weeks later, John and I
celebrated my birthday at Lucca, together with thirty-five
friends from Florence who had eagerly accepted our invita-
tion. We ourselves arrived overnight, with Sandra Tealdi,
May Massola, Eliza Imperiali and Fonfi Piccone, all of
them bound to us by ties of affection, all of them united to
us in faith and anxious to join us in receiving Holy Com-
munion at the shrine on the morning of the pilgrimage.
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